suffered themselves, they cannot understand the
infinite tenderness, the deep compassion born of
suffering, that make up the soul of the people.
Since the pursuit of pelf and power is the main-
spring of their lives, they cannot grasp that we may
be driven to struggle for motives other than sheer
greed. Where ministries of propaganda are set up
for the systematic dissemination of falsehood, it is
useless to expect an understanding for the primitive
feeling for truth which continues to inhabit the
simple heart of a peasant. Franco's propaganda
leaflets might have made an impression upon a
Dutch middle class public ; his mistake was to
distribute them among the proletarians of Spain.

With voices trembling with indignation, they
would come up to me and read a sentence or two :
" Spaniards, while you are enduring hunger, your
Government are paying the highest salaries to
foreign adventurers, who with weapons in their
hands are bent upon turning your country into a
Russian colony." Others indulged in mockery.
" I say, Jose, when we are back in Madrid, you'll
stand us drink, won't you ? We did not know you
were a millionaire."

All this is part of the fairy tale of the Russian
roubles which the bourgeoisie so readily swallow
because they themselves think it a sign of madness
not to be actuated by money motives.